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Summary:
In a world of hidden desires, Andrew Graves grapples with his depravity. This might get a little physical.

Or, Andrew Graves masturbates to the thought of his sister.

Notes:
First fanfic in this fandom! If they're out of character, my apologies, i'm still geting used to their personalities.

Work Text:
Of all the things that could have happened during this quarantine, being stuck with Ashley was the worst possible outcome. Andrew sighed deeply in frustration, feeling trapped by his current situation. He had spent an exhausting time trying to hide his thoughts, pouring all his goddamn effort into it. And for what? To see it all crumble down against his will? He was finally at a point where he was normal enough to date without seeing his sister’s stupid fucking face all the time. Why?

Andrew let out a deep sigh as he lay ruminating his feelings on his bed, his gaze fixed on the ceiling. The old mattress springs creaked under his weight as he shifted uncomfortably. He turned his head to the left, where Ashley was sleeping soundly, her chest rising and falling with each slow breath. Hair splayed out on her pillow, arms folded beside her. Andrew couldn’t help but feel a twinge of envy at her tranquillity as his thoughts continued to race in his mind, keeping him awake.

He couldn’t help but think that she looked “beautiful”, bringing the briefest, tiniest smile to his face. However, just as soon as it came, it was gone, and he was left again wishing he could erase such thoughts from his mind. He reminded himself to compartmentalise his emotions like Ashley would suggest.

He was constantly fidgeting, unable to lay still, while she slept motionless. The disparity made him self-aware —Self-aware of his growing erection and self-aware of his rapidly increasing, disturbing thoughts. 

‘She’s asleep, now’s your chance’.

‘What she doesn’t know won’t hurt her’.

‘Ashley’s always flirting with you. She would want it’.

He shook his head frantically, desperately insisting that he was normal and the moral anchor between them. Yet despite this, his depravity around Ashley consumed him rapidly like a raging fire, leaving him desperate and helpless. 

Andrew let out a throaty guttural sound of frustration as his desperation implanted its marks into his thoughts like parasites, his eyebrows furrowing in anger as he decided to screw it all and throw caution to the wind. 

He was exhausted from always wearing a false mask of normalcy around her. Who was he kidding, anyway? It was just the two of them. Besides, who could resist the way Ashley’s pert breasts sometimes bounced as she walked, the tight clasp of her choker against her throat, how he wished it was his hand, and the messy ponytail he wished he could pull as she whined underneath him.

Just the thoughts alone awoke his cock from its flaccid state. Its familiar tightness against his jeans provided him with a brief euphoria. He swiftly, yet with considerable stealth, undid the buttons on his jeans. He reaches into the front pocket of his boxer, unleashing his source of ecstasy.

The cold, stale air of the dim room kissed the bare skin of his cock with electric volts. Emphasising the depraved feelings he so intently felt for his sister that he raised. The gravity of his impending actions weighed heavily on him, and for a moment, he closed his eyes, trying to take solace in the darkness. His mind raced with thoughts of right and wrong, morality and immorality. And yet, despite it all, he remained resolute, determined to move forward. 

‘As long as I don’t touch her, it’s fine..’

He breathes out shaky, sinful breaths. He’s entirely too excited about the prospect of masturbating to his sister. It isn’t an entirely new activity for him; he’s done it multiple times before, especially during the peak of his puberty, when his hormones ran rampant. Yet it doesn’t distil the shame he feels. 

‘Argh, fuck it all.’

He slowly drags his hand down his stomach, inching towards where his cock stood at attention. Andrew imagined it being Ashley with her untrimmed nails digging their path into his skin, marking down paths unknown to anyone else on his body. 

His hand reached his crotch at last and sucked in a quick breath. His right hand went up to clasp his mouth. Desperate to conceal any sound of degeneracy from leaking into their tiny, shared space. He’d rather kill himself than let Ashley know his effect on him. Knowing her, she’d use it against him. Oh, she’d be so insufferable about it. He could imagine it now. 

And that made him harder. Fuck, did it make him so extremely hard. He spat into his hand, using the somewhat viscous saliva as lube. Andrew grasped his cock with his hand and, at first, slowly pulled down so that the skin went down with it, exposing the head of his dick, and then up. The friction made his toes curl and his head turn. 

His speed increased in tandem with his thoughts. Closing his eyes in ecstasy and letting himself get lost in thoughts of her sloppily kissing the tip of his dick, clumsily trying to take in his cock completely with her inexperienced mouth. The way she would whimper once he stuck his entire cock in her. She exuded confidence with her flirty taunts, but he knew of her naivety regarding sex. He would show everything to know, just like a big brother should. 

Andrew stuttered his ministrations momentarily. A searing reminder of their familial relationship made him moan gutturally into his palm. The loud sound, fueled by his lust, could barely be stifled. His cautious nature forgot itself as he continued stroking his dick. Uncaring if Ashley saw his vulnerability right now. Maybe she would give him a surprise. Would he have the morals to push her away?

‘Fuck you thoughts, just let me fucking cum in peace’.

He groaned again, this time in frustration. He had enough of this. After this, he would return to being an ordinary member of society, an average human. 

Not right now, though; that could wait until after like he said. 

His hips thrust into his hand, occasionally faltering with the waves of pleasure reaching every nerve and chamber of his body. The sound of his bedsheets rustling echoed as he furiously sped up. His back arched slightly off the mattress. He was normal.

He was normal.

Normal.

He moaned again; he was about to cum, he could feel it. The contraction and throbbing of his cock were clear indicators of his approaching arrival. He was about to cum to his sister, holy shit. 

‘Shut up, don’t think’.

He felt animalistic with his thrusting and stroking. His arm hurt from the movement, and he felt physically exhausted from his lack of nutrients. He couldn’t physically afford to do this right now, yet he was here despite it all. 

Andrew squeezed his eyes shut so hard that white blots appeared in his vision. He deliriously imagined  Ashley riding him as she doubled over from the sheer pleasure. Him being the source of it all. Markings of pleasure would litter her skin like stamps of possession. Any man who dared to look at her would see she undoubtedly belonged to someone and would fuck off. At least, that was the hope. 

Fuck, now that got him enraged. Andrew seethed with jealousy as he continued his continued combination of pumping and thrusting. His other hand muffled the soft mutterings of Ashley’s name.

'You’re mine, you bitch’.

Just then, he knew he was going to cum. The cognizant feeling of his semen coming out of him clouded his mind. An imaginary image of Ashley slamming her hips down his cock, the imagined friction of their skin and being inside her being the trigger for him. 

His body convulsed with uncontrollable shudders as if every muscle was quivering with a life of its own as a few glorious pumps of semen shot out of him. Incoherent moans vaguely resembling words like ‘fuck’ and ‘Ashley’ built an erotic melody. He worshipped her name like a desperate prayer, a last hope for salvation in a world full of chaos and malice.

Andrew revelled in his post-nut bliss, basking in the euphoric mist of pleasure that lingered longer than usual. Grateful for the temporary escape from his thoughts and ethical mind, he allowed himself to indulge in pure, unadulterated joy.

He could feel the weight of his eyelids and the heaviness in his limbs as his back collapsed into bed. The intense session left him drained. So drained he was too tired to even bother with the blanket, but he forced himself to pull it up to avoid any potential embarrassment of waking up with his morning wood out and in attention. 

He took one last half-lidded glance towards Ashley’s side of the bed and analysed her face, searching for any sign of her being awake. He sighed as it seemed she was still asleep, then nestled his head into his pillow, his thoughts momentarily forgotten as the touches of sleep overpowered him.

However, unbeknownst to Andrew, Ashley laid there in the dark veil of their room, eyes closed, face flushed, and with a shit eating grin plastered on her face.